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17 is humbly hoped, that in this Edition of Macheth 
the" omiſſion of two or three ſhort Paſſages, and the Intro- 
duction of a few Lines written by Mr. Garrick, will 3 
meet the ſame allowance with which the Publick has re- = 
ceived Sir William Davenant's Additions to this ſublime 7-10 
Tragedy. AVI „„ 


Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 1 | 
April, 21ſt. 17944. 7. P. KEMBLE. 
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MAC B E T H. 


ACT. I; SCENE I. 
' The open Country. 
Thunder and Lightning. 


Enter three Witcher. e 


i Witch. V HEN ga ye ur ne b 


In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 

2 Witch, When the hurly. burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won 

3 Witch. That will be ere ſet of ſun, 
Witch. Where the place ? 
Witch. e the heath. 


2 

3 Witch. There to meet with —- 
1 Mitch. Whom ? 
2 
1 
2 


— 


Witch. Macbetli. 


Witch. I come, Gtiymallcins | 
Witch. Paddock calls. | 5 
3 Witch. Anon. OT A 


All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair i 
Hover Fea the 255 and filthy air. 


Thunder and Lightning. Excunt. 
uw 


(Ling. — not this 


6 MACBETH, | 


SCENE II. 
The Palace at Fores. 


Flourifh of PORE II: Enter-King Duncan, Malcolm, 
Donalbain, Roſſe, 5 with Attendants meeting 
bleeding Serjeant. , 


King. What bloody man is . He c can report, 


As ſeemeth by his plight, of che revolt 
The neweſt ſlate. ; 


Mal. This is the ſerjeant, 


Who like a good and hardy ſoldier fought 


Gainſt my captivity :. Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge oX the broil, 


As thou did'ſt leave it. 


Serj, Doubtfully 3 it ſtood; _ 


As two ſpent ſwimmers, that do cling together, 


And choke their art. The mercileſs Macdonwald 


From the weſtern iſles 


Ot Kernes and Gallow-glaſſes is ſupplied ; 


And Fortune, on his damned quarrel ſmiling, . 


Shew'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak: 
For brave, Macbeth, (well he deſerves that name) 
Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel, | 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 
Like valour's minion, carved out his Wang 
Till he fac'd the ſlave: 
And ne'er ſhook hands, nor bade farevel to bien, 
Till he unſeamed him from the nave to the chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 
King. Oh, valiant couſin! worthy roy 
Serj. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 
No ſooner juſtice had, with valour arm'd, 


Compell'd theſe kipping Kernes to truſt their beck 
But the Norweyan lord, ſurveying vanta > PVC] 
Wich furbiſh'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 


Began a freſh affault. 
Our 


| \MACBETH. - * 1 9 „ 4 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

Serj. Les; 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion — 
But I am faint, my gaſhes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds; 
D {mack of honour both: Go, get him ſurgeons. 4 
Exeunt Serjeant. and an attendant. +40 


Who comes here ? 
Roſ. The worthy thane of Fife. i 
| Len, What a haſte looks through his eyes! 


Air FAO 


Macd. Heaven ſave the king! 

King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy babe? 

Macd. From Fife, great king, | 
Where the Norweyan banners oo. the ſky, „ 
And fan our people cold. „ 
Norway himſelf, with terrible numbers, - | 4 
Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 5 | | IJ 
The thane of Cawdor, gan a diſmal conflict: 2 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proot, 


Confronted him with felt compariſons, ' | 3 . 
Point againſt point rebellious, arm *gainſt arm, | 2 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : and, to conclude, : "of 
The victory fell on us | 


King. Great kappibeſs! 
Macd. That now 
Sweno, the Norway's king, craves compoſiti ition; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, ; 
Till he diſburſed, at St. Colmes' Inch, 
Ten thouſand dollars to our general MA. 9615 
King. No more that thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom intereſt—Go, pronounce his preſent death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
 _ Macd. Vil ſee it done. 


Ling. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hs won. 
Ra Exeunt, 3 | 
WTO» 63) abe | 


8 ester. 


2 SCENE 111. 

A Heath, 
Thunder. and Lightning, ' 
Enter the three Witches. | 


1 Witch. Where haſt thou been, ſiſter ? 
2 Witch. Killing Swine. 
3 Witch. Siſter, where thou? 
1 Witch, A ſailor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 
And 1 and 8 „ and * ive 
uot 


Aroint ther itch! the rump-fed ronyon cries. 


Her huſband's to Aleppa gone, maſter o the Tyger; 


But in a ſieve I'll thither ſail, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
Tl do, INI do, and I'll do. 

2 Witch. T'll give thee a wind. 

1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And J another. | 

1 Witch. 1 myſelf have all the other ; 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
T the ſhipman's card. 
I will drain him dry as hay : 
Sleep ſhall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid, 
He ſhall live a man forbid : 
Weary ſeven · nights, nine times nine, 
Shall 5 dwindle, peak, and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be loſt, 


Vet it ſhall be tempeſt toſt. 
Look what I have, 


2 Witch. Shew. me, ſhew me. 
1 Witch, Here I have a pilot's thumb, 


. Wreck'd, as homeward he did come. Drum nun. 


3 Witch. A drum dr 
en doth come, 498 15 


All, 


nserzrn 5 


AI. T he lich ters; band in hand, 5 
Poſters of the ſea and land, 5 4% We 1 
' Thus do go ubont, about.. 3,0 oo 

2 Witch, Thrice to thine © T1 „„ 


Witch. And thrice to mine. JF 
1 Witch, And chrice again. | I 
All. To make up nine. TRL be. 

I Witch. Peace the charm? 's wound up 2 


\%s 


Ny RA A, Marth. 
Eur Macbeth, Banquo and the amy. 


Mac. Comma they make a halt upon the heath. 17 
Wi thin — Halt, Halt. 5 4] 
80 foul and fair a day | have nor ſeen. e 
Ban. How far is't called to Fores — What are tele +1. 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire ; 3 "I 
That look not like the inhabitants o the earth, | 
And yet are on't ?*—Live.you? or are you oY | 
That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger lying 
Upon her ſkinny lips: V ou ſhould be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 2 by 
That you are ſo. 7g 
Mac. S peak, if you can; what are you? 1 * 
1 Vi 25 All bail, Macbeth! hail to thee, chave of 2 


* 


9 
Glamis ! | | 1 
2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! we thy/ pot 7 
e . * 
3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that ſhalt de king . bog ; 
hereafter, * 5 


Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart ; and ſeem to fear | 
Things that do ſound ſo fair ?—T' the name of truth, 
| a ye fantaſtical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye ſhew ? My noble partner © "Ws. 1 
You greet with preſent grace, and great prediguon | "x, 
Of noble haying, and 1 royal hope, e 


WACSETY, 


| That he "hand rapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not: 
If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 7 5 
And ſay, which grain will grow, and which will; not; > 
Your then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, — 
ur favours, nor your hate. 
\ 1 Witch. Hail! 1 
| 2 Witch. Hail ! | 
3 Witch. Hail! 
1 Witch. Leſſer than Macbeth, * greater. 
2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. . 
3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, —_ thou be 
none : 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 
All. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! | 
Mac. Stay; you imperfect ſpeakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis; 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A proſperous gentleman ; and, to be king 


Stands not within the prof of belief, * 
| No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
WE 555 owe this ſtrange intelligence ? or why 


Wh this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
ſuch prophetick greeting ?—Speak, I PORE? 
%. 22 Witches. 
© Ban, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And theſe are of them :—whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mac. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal 


melted, 
" IM As breath, into the wind Would they had ſtaid ! 
s 5. Bar. Were ſuch things here, as we a ſpeak about ? 
9 8 have we eaten of the inſane root, | 
"So hat takes the reaſon priſoner? 


Mac. Your children ſhall be kings. 

Ban. You ſhall be king. 
Mac. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſv? 
Ban. To hae? © ſelf· ſame _. and words, W 3 
an ka, Ee 
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„%% an dB nb 
1101 N 19k. ER 5 
Eater Macduf and Lenox. * * , a oy 7. 
Macd. The bu hath ppi Weche d Mac 4 
The news of thy ſucceſs; : and when her "IN 
Thy petſonal venture in che rebel's fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend, 
Which ſhould be-thine, gr his: Silenc'd with dar, 
In viewing o'er the reſt of the ſelf-ſame on | 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeat'd of what thyſelt didſt make, * | 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 1 3 
Came poſt with poſt; and eyery one did ble” „ 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence, 55 5 é 
And pour'd them down before him. quote 5 x 0 : 
Len. We are ſent, em tpg of 
To give thee, from our royal maſter; FENKY N "4 
To herald thee into his fight, not pay the. 1 
Macd. And, for an earneſt of a greater e 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor ; We 
In whick addition, hail, moſt worthy thane | . „ 
For it is thine, N : 
Ban. Whar, can the devil ſpeak true? 
Mac. The thane of Cawdor lives: : Why ry you | 
Dreſs. me in borrow'd robes ? 1 
Macd. Who was the thane, lives) yet; I 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, MO. 
Which he deſerves to loſe; LS 
For treaſons capital, confeſs d, and pro d, | 
Have overthrown him. | 5:4 1 
Mac. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor: e 1755 
The greateſt is behind Thanks for your pains,— 
Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings, 


When thoſe that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, EP 
| Promis'd no leſs to them ? a MO. pF; "4 
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Ban. That, truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
des the thane of Cawdor. But tis ſtrange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths ; - 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray us 
ln deepeſt conſequence, —Coufins, a word t pray you, 
28 Mac Tus e WWW 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the 1 5 5 © Fan . Gentleman. 
This ſupernatural ſoliciting _ 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good : —If ill, 
Why hath it given me earneſt of ſucceſs, 3 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor: 
If good, why do I yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent fears | 
Are leſs than horrible imaginingns 
My thought, whoſe murder yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, that function 
Is ſmother d in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, 
But what is not. N 
Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt. | 
Mac. If chance will have me king, why, chance 
. x may crown me, . 7 


Without my ſtir. 


* 


— 


4 


Ban. New honours co 


me upon him, : 
| Like our ſtrange garments, cleave not to their mould, 
# But with the aid of uſe. | 
"Mac. Come what come may ; | 
Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. | 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſufe'* 14 * 
: Mac. Give me your favour:—my dull brain was 
» -.. .,, wrought _ 7 RT 
Wich things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſter'd where every day I turn 16 
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the king.— 
Think upon what hath chanc'd; and, at more _ 
E 


The interim age i, * us LY 
Our free hearts each to oth N 

Ban. Very gladly. 

8 Tul tl ien, enough. e bend. 


A March, en. 5 


2 


sckNxE iv. 
The Palace at Fores. 


Flouriſh. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, , 
|  Rofle, and Attendants. | 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor?ꝰ Are not 
Thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd a 

Mal. My liege, | oy: 
They are not yet come back, But I hays ſpoke - 155 
With one that ſaw him die: who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons: 
Implor'd your highneſs' pardon ; and ſet forth. 
A deep repentance : nothing in his hte 
Became him, like the leaving it; he dy d 
As one that hath been ſtudied, in his death * 
To throw away the deareſt thing he OE, 
As 'twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no art, | 
To find the mind's conſtruction in ab ce 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt, —-O worthieſt couſin 1” 


Euter M acbeth, Banquo, 4 Macduff, and Laws, 


The fin of my ingratitude even now. 


Was heavy on me: thou art ſo far es, = £1 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 


To overiake thee. . Would thou haſt leſs „ 
That the proportion . of thanks and payment 


ww 


4 OO MAGBETR 
Might have been mine! only I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Mac. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itlelf. Your highnels' part 
Is to receive our duties: and our duties 
Are to your throne, and ſtate, children and ſervants: 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe towards your love and honour. 
King. Welcome hither; © 
' have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
To aſt no leſs deſerv'd, nor muſt be known 
That h to have done ſo, let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 
Ban. There if Igrow, 
TR harveſt is your own. 
ing. My plenteous joys, | 3 2 
Wanton in fulneſs, e hide themſelves 
In drops of ſorrow.— Sons, kinſmen, thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate vpon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolm; whom we name hereafter, 

The Prince of Cumberland-; which honour muſt 

Not, -unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 

But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 

On all deſervers. From hence to Invernets, 

And bind us farther to you. 7 
Mac. The reſt is labour, which is not us'd for you : 

I'll be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful 

The hearing of my wife wich your approach; 

So, humbly take my leave. 45 19 2 Se 
King. My worthy Cawdor! *- _ _ 1 
Mac. The prince of Cumberland! — That is a ſtep, 

On which J muſt fall down, or elſe o'er leap, _ 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 

Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires: 
The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. Exit. 


"+ King 


T, 


* «M$ 
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King. True, ay Banqus; he is füllte valiant; 3 


And in his commendations Iam fed; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, | 
Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome : 


It is a peerleſs kinſman. ” Ereunt. 
SCENE v. 


A Room in Macbeth's Caftle at Inverneſs. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter. 


Lady. — hey met me in the day of ſucceſs ; and I have 
learned by the perfecteſi report, they have more in them 


than mortal knowledge. When Tburn'd in defire to queſtion - 


them further, they made themſelves —air, into which they 
vaniſhed. Whiles I flood rapt in the 2wonder of it, came 
miſſives from the king, who all-hail'd me, Thane of 


| Cawdor ; by which title before, 7 ſe weird Alters ſalut. 
ed me, and referr'd me to the coming on of time, with, 


Hul, king that ſhalt be! This have 1 thought good to 2 


liver thee, my deareſt partner of greatneſs ; that thou 
might ft not loſe the dues of 1ejoicing, by being ignorant af, 
what greatneſs is promis'd thee. Lay it to thy 5 
farewell, 

Glamis thou art and Cawdor; and ſhalt be 


What thou art promis'd : — Vet do I fear thy nature ä 


It is. too full o' the milk of human kindneſs, | 
To'catch the neareſt way: thou would'ſt be great; 
Art not without ambition; but without 

The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou w ould'ſt hi Sbiy, 
That would'ſt thou holily ; would'ſt not play falls, 


And yetwould'ſt wropgly win: thou dſt have, great 
Glamis, 


That which cries, Thus tbou muſt do, if thou bave m7: 2 


And that which rather thou do. .f fear to do, 


Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, . = KS 


hat I my pour my ſpirits in n ear; 


1 2 A 


cart, and 


4 


„ * 
1 1 #Y 
L © : : -— 2 
84 IT; $4 4 - 4 et & a 
\ 
% 
- 


16 MACBETH. 


And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 
Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 
To have thee crown d withal.— 


e Euter Seyton. 
What is your tidings ? 


Sey. The king comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it: 
Is not thy maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Sey. So pleaſe you, it is true; our thane is coming; 
One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him; 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 8 
Lady. Give him tending, 3 | 
He brings great news. Exit Seyton,. 
The raven himſelf is hoarſe. CEE | 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you ſpirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direſt cruelty ! make thick my blood. 
Stop up the acceſs and paſſage to remorle ; 
That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breaſts, SY 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring miniſters, 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances © © © 
You wait on nature's miſchief ! Come, thick night, 4 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hel 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes; - 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, hold !— 1 
N Euter Macbeth. 
Great Glamis! worthy Caw dor! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter, 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond -- 
This ignorant preſent, and I feel now. wen vim I 1 
The future in the inſtant. , -, © _ 
ac. 
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Mac, My deareſt love, r | 
Duncan comes bere ta - niht. | 

Lady. And when goes hence? 3 

Mac. To-morrow, as he purpoſes. 

Lady. Oh, never 1 


Shall fon that morrow fee!  _ Wn 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men | 
May read ſtrange matters: To beguile the tim 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye; © 
Yourhand, your tongue: look like the innocent floy - 
But be tlie ſerpent under it. He that's coming 
Muſt be provided for: and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my di palch; 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 15 
Give ſoleiy ſovereign {way and maſterdom. „ 
Mac. We will ſpeak further, _ Os. 
Lady. Only look up clear: 
To alter favour ever is to fear; op 
Leave al the reft to me. „J 


q - 
7% 
„ 9 
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SCENE VI. - 
The Gate of Macteth's Caſtle at kern. 


Flouriſb. Enier King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banque, 
Lenox, Macduff, and Attendants. | 


King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat : the air 
Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itſelf 
Unto our gentle ſenſes. 

Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple haunting martle:, does approve, 
By his lov'd manfionry, that the heaven's breach 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, 
Buttereſs, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle: 
Where they moſt breed and haunt, I oo 'Oblerv'd, | 
The air is delicct ee. 1 


Enter 


And thank us for your trouble. 


Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs, in compt, 


By your leave, hoſteſs. 
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Enter Lady Macbeth, Seyton „and Attendants. Ts 


King. See, ſee! our honour'd hoſteſs !— | 
The love that follows us, ſometimes is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid heaven yield us for your pains, . 


Lady. All our ſervice 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs, to contend 
Againſt thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majeſty loads our houſe; for thoſe of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We reſt your hermits. | 

King. Where's the thane of Cawdor ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpole 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 1 
And his great love, ſharp as his ſpur, hath holp bim 
To his home before us : fair and noble hoſteſs, 


We are your gueſt to · night. 


Lour fervants ever | | 


To make their audit at your higbneſs' pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. 
King. Give me your hand: 
Conduct me to mine hoſt ; we love him highly, _. 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 


Flourih, Execunt 


| Ts 


SCENE VII. 
1 Room in Macbeth's Cafile at Inverneſs. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere 
It were done quickly, if the aſſaſſination 3 
"+ . Could 
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Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch, 
With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs. That but this blow 
Might be the all and the end-all here; 

But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time! 
We'd jump the life to come — But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor: This even-handed Juſtice 
Commends the ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 
Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject, 

Strong both againſt the deed; then, as his hoſt, _ 
Who ſhould againſt his murderer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been | 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues _ 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongu'd, againſt. 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heaven's cherubim, hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears ſhall drown the wind. I have no ſpur 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on the other—How now ! what news? 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. He has almoſt ſupp'd ; why have you left 
| the chamber? | ; 
Mac. Hath he aſk'd for me? 
Lady. Know you not, he has? We Hh 
Mac. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs : 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, 


Whick 


=> e 


Which Would' DEPT ow: Hel pol ol, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. e 1 2s a Wir 
Lady. Was the ho hy” OCT 5 hos 


Wherein you dreſt blk; "Bath it it e fi 9 2 0 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did fo freely ? from this time, 
Such ] account thy love. Art thou afear'd 
To be the fame in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in defire ? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem; 
Letting I dare not wait upon would, 
Like * poor cat i the adage? 
Mac. Pr ythee, peace: 
] dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none, 
Lady. What beaſt was it then, 
That made you break this enterpriſe to me ? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than hat you were, you 000 
Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themſelves, and that their fitneſs now 
Does unmake you. | have given ſuck ; -and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd the brains out, had I fo fworn, as you 
Have done, to this. 
Mac. If we ſhould fail, — 
Lady We fail. — 
But ſcrew your courage to the clicking place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſlee p, 
 Wheretothe rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains ? 
Will 1 with wine and waſſel ſo convin« e, 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only: when in ſwiniſh ſleep 


Their 
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Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His ſpungy officers ; who ſhall bear the guilc 
Of our great quell? 
Mac. Bring forth men- children only! 
For thy undaunted mettle ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be recetv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood rhoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and uſed their very daggers, 
That they have done't ? 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 5 
Mac. I am ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſnow: 
Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 
Exeunt, 


% 


ACT 1L—SCENE I. 
The Court of Macbetb's Caſtle at Inverneſs, 


Enter Banquo, Fleance, and a Servant with a Torch. 


Ban. How goes the night, boy? | 
Fle. The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. 
Ban. And ſhe goes down at twelve. oY 

Hle. I take't, tis later, Sir? 
Ban. There's huſbandry in heaven, 

Their candles are all out.— 

A heavy ſummons lie like 1 2 upon me, 
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And yet I would not fleep: Merciful powers, 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repole ! 


Enter Macbeth, and Seyton with a Torch. 


Who's there ? 
Mac. A friend. 
Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the king's a bed: 
He hath been 4n unuſual pleaſure, and 
Sent ſorth great largeſs to your offices: 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moſt kind hoſteſs ; and ſhut up 
In meaſureleſs content. 
Mac. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant to defect ; 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Bau. All's well. 
] dreamt laſt night of the three weird ſiſters : 
To you they have ſhow'd ſome truth. 
Mac, I think not of them: 


Yet, when we can entreat an hour to ſerve, 


Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'ſt leiſure. 

Mac. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, when 'tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 

Ban. Sol loſe none, 


In ſecking to augment it, but ſtill keep 


My boſem franchis d, and allegiance clear, 
I tha!ll be counter 'd.. 

Aac. Good 5% the while ! 

Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you! 

Exeunt Banquo, Fleance, and Servant. 

Mac. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She {trike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 
| Exit Seyton. 


The 


Is this a dagger, which lee before me, 
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The handle toward my hand? come, let me clutch 
thee : — | 

I have thee not; and yet I ſee thee ſtill, 

Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to fight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation, 

Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed brain? 

] ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. | 

Thou marſhal'ft me the way, that I was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument J was to uſe, 

| Mine eyes are made the fools o'the other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt. 1 ſee thee {till ; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 

Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing: 

It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world 

Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither'd Murder, 

Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, | 

Whoſe howl's his watch, thus, with his ſtealthy pace, 

Towards his deſign | 

Moves like a ghoſt. Thou ſure and firm-ſet earth, 


Near not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 


Thy very ſtones prate of my where-abourt, 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it.— A Clock ftrikes tuo. 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. 


Thunder and Lightning. 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold; 


94 What 
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What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire: 
Hark !—Peace!— 
It was the ow! that ſhriek'd, the fatal bellman, | 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good-night. He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the ſurfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with ſnores: I have drugg'd 
their poſſets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live, or die. 

Mac. [Within] Who's there what, ho! 

Lady. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak d, 
And tis not done: the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us:— Hark !—] laid their daggers aero 
He could not miſs them.—Had he not reſembled 
| My father as be . 1 had done't -—My huſband ? 


. Zur er Macbeth. 


Mac. 1 his ls the deed :—Didfſt thou not hear 


a noiſe? 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream and the crickets cry, 
Did not you ſpeak? _ 
Mac. When? 
Lady. Now. 
Mac. As I deſcended ? 
Lady. Ay. | 
Mac. Hark !— 
Who lies i the ſecond chamber . 
Lady. Donalbain. N 
Mac. This is a ſorry ſight. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 
Mac. There's one did laugh in his ſleep, and one 
cry d. murder Fo 
That they did wake each other; I ſtood and heard 
them : 
But they did ſay their prayers, and MR them 
Again to ſleep, :/ - 
en. * are two 10d 45 d together. 


Mac. 
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Mac. One cry d, God bleſs us! and, 8 the 
other; 
As they bad ſeen me, with theſe hanoman 's hands, 
Liſtening their fear. I could not yy A Amen, 
When ay did ſay, God, bleſs us. 
Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply, 
Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen? 
I had moſt need of Bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 
Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 
Mac. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep ne 
more { 
Glamis hath murder'd ſleep ; * S Cawdor - 
Shall fleep no more, Macbeth ſhall fleep no more ! 


Lady. ee was it, that thus * Why, worthy © 
thane | 


You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things :—Go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your _— 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the 
They muſt lie there : GY carry them; es 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 

Mac. I'll go no more: 

Jam afraid to think what I have done; - 
Look on't again, I dare der, 

Lady. Infirm of purpoſe ! 
Give me the daggers : the kee and the dead, 
Are but as pictures: tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, _ 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt, Exit. 


Knocking within. 


Mac. Whence is chat knocking ? 
How is't with me, when every noiſe appals me ? 
What hands are here? Ha they pluck out mine eyes! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood _ 
Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous ſeas incarnardine, 
Making the green—one red. 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 


1 My hands are of your colour ; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart fo white. | Knock.]1 heara e 
At the ſouth entry: retire we to our chamber: 

A little water clears us of this deed : 


How eaſy is it then? Your conſtanc 


Hath left you unattended. (Knock. Hark! more 
knockin 


Get on your nig t-gown , leſt occaſion call us, 
And ſhew us to be watchers : Be not loſt | 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Mac. To know my deed, — twere beſt not know 
myſelf. Knock, 
Wake Duncan with thy make Ay,“ would thou 
could'ſt! Exeunt. Knock, 


Enter Seyton, and open the Gate 4% Macduff, - and 
Lenox. 


Macd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to-bed, 
That you do lie fo late? 
Sey. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing *till the ſecond 
cock. 
Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirring ? 
Our W has awak'd him; here he comes. 


X Seyton. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Len. Good-morrow, noble Sir! 
Mac. Good-morrow, both ! 
Macd. Is the king ſtirring, worthy thine ? 
Mac. Not yet. 
Macd. He did command ine to call timely on him 
J have almoſt ſlipp'd the hour. | 
Mac. Vil bring you to him. 


Macd. I know, this i is a Joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet tis one. To 
Mac, 
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Mac. The 1 we delight i in, phyfcks os, 
This is. the door. 5 N 
Macd. I'll make ſo bold to call, | 
For 'tis my limited ſervice, _ Exil Macduff. 
Len. Goes the king hence to-day ? 
Mac. He does: he did appoint fo. -; + 
Len. The night has been unruly : where we ne. | 
Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i' the air; ſtrange ſcreams of death; 
And propheſying, with accents terrible, 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, _ 
New hatch'd to the wocful time: the obſcure bird 
Clamour'd the live- long night: ſome ſay, the earth 
Was feverous, and did ſhake. 
Mac, *Twas a rough night. _ 
Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Re. enter Macduff. 


Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, norheart, 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee 

Mac. and Len. What's the matter? 

Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-piece! 
Moſt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o the building. 

Mac. What is't you ſay? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his majeſty ? 

Macd. Approach the 5 9 and deſtroy your 

ſight 
With a i Gorgon ;—Do not bid me C peak ; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves. — Awake ! awake! 
Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 

Ring the alarum bell :—Murder! and treaſon! 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm! awake 
Shake off this downy ſleep, death's counterfe, 
And look on death ice uf, up, and ſee 
The great doom's image ele Banquo ! 


od | | kthentre. | 
As from your graves riſe up, and walk like {prighrs 
5 To countenance this horror ! Bell * : 


Enter Banquo, and Roſſe. 


o Banquo! Banquo! 
Our royal maſter's murder'd ! 


Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 


Mac. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleſſed time; for, from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality : 
All is but toys: renown, and grace, is dead: 1 5 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees | 
Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolm an Donalbain. 


Mal. What is amiſs ? 
Mac. You are, and do not know it: 
The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your bl 
Is ſtopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. 
Koſſe. Your royal father's murder d. 
Mal. Oh, by whom? VE 
Len. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, had done't; ' 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; | 
They ftar'd, and were diſtracted: no man's life 
Was to be truſted with them. 0 
Exeunt Malcolm and Donalbain. PF 
Mac. O, yet I do repeat me of my tury, ==, | 
That T did kill them. _ 1 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? G e 
Mac. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temperate, and 
furious, E 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man: 
| ' The expedition of my violent love 
1 | Out- rag 


a 
* 


His filver ſkin lac'd with his golden blood; 


3 Witch. II 
Nor ſingle; following crimes on former wait; 


* 4 


nacunris 2 e 


Out- ran the pauſer reaſon. Here lay Duncan, 
And his gaſh'd ſtabs 1ook'd like a breach in nature 
For ruin's waſteful entrance: there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers - 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain, 


' That had a heart to love, and in that heart 


Courage, to make his love known ? 
Ban. Fears and ſcriiples ſhake us | 
In the great hand of heaven I ſtand ; and, thence, 


= gainſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 


Of treaſonous malice. 
Macd. And fo do I: 


/ PS. 
Macd. Let's cage on manly readineſs, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 


To know it further, 
And meet i' the hall together, 
All. Well contented; - 
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SCENE II. 
A Heath. 
Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter ſeveral Witches, 


i Witch. Speak, ſiſter, ſpeak,—is the deed done? 
2 Witch. Long ago, long ago; | | 
Above twelve glaſſes ſince have run. 
Fd are ſeldom flow, 


The worſt of creatures faſteſt propagate. . 7 
Chir. Many more murders muſt this one enſue f 
Dread horrors ſtill abound, 
And _— place ſurround, 
As if in death were found 
Propagation too. * 


— — — 


And become worſe, to make his title good. 
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2 Witch, He ſhall - 
' 3 Witch. He will ſpill much more blood, 


Chor. He muſt, he will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 
1 Witch. Now let's dance. | 
2 Witch; Agreed. 
3 erf 
or. We ſhould rejoice when good kings bleed, 
1 Witch. When . die, A we = ; 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Rend ſtubborn rocks in ſunder, 
And fill the world with wonder, 


What ſhould we do? 


Chor. Rejoice, we ſhould rejoice. 
2 Witch. When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
And monarchs die deſpairing, 
What ſhould we do? 
Chor. Rejoice, we ſhould rejoice. 
W Witch. Let's have a dance upon the heath, 
e gain more life by Duncan's death. 
1 Hitch. Sometimes like brinded cats we ſhew, 
Having no muſic but our mew, 
To which we danee in ſome old mill, 
pon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel, 
To ſome old ſaw, or batdiſh rhime,— 
Chor. Where ſtill the mill-clack does keep time. 
2 Witch. Sometimes about a hollow tree, 
Around, around, ' around dance we; 
Thither the chirping cricket comes, 
And beetles ſinging drowſy hums ; 
Sometimes we dance o'et fernes or furze, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs; 


And when with none of theſe we meet. 


Chor. We dance, to th' echoes of our feet. 


vw Witch. At the night-raven's diſmal voice, 
| h en 


en others tremble we rejoice. | 
Chor. And nimbly, nimbly, dance we till, 
Toth' echoes from a hollow hill. . 


0 


Emneunt. 


1 END OF ACT 11. 


ACT UL—SCENE I. 


A Park near Macbeth's Cafle, at Inverneſs, 


Enter Macduff and Lenox. 


Len. [ OW goes the world, Sir, now? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not? 


Len, Is't known, who did this more than bloody 
deed ? | 


Macd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath lain. | 
Len, Alas, the day ! 
W hat good could dos pretend ? 

Macd. They were {uborn'd : 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two ſons, 
Are ſtol'n away and fled : which __ _ them 
Suſpi 8 of the deed. | 

. *Gainſt nature ſtill: 
Thrifileſs ambition, that wilt ravin uf 
Thine own life's means !—Then ?tis moſt like, 
The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 


Macd. He is already nam'd ; and gone ko Scone, 
To be inveſted. 


Len, Where is Duncan's body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill. 
The ſacred ſtore-houſe of his predeceſſors, 
And guardian of their bones, 

Len, Will you to Scone? _ 

Macd. No, couſin, I'll to Fife. 

Len, Well, I will thither, 


Macd. Well may you ſee chings ell donethere ;— 
ten !— 


Leſt our old robes ſit eaſier than our new !* Execunt. | 
[ E 2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
- © A Room in the Palace at Fores, 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance. 


| Thou haft it now: King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird woman promis 'd; and, I fear, 

Thou playd'{ moſt foully for't : yet it was ſaid, 

It ſhould not ſtand in thy poſterity ; ; 

But that myſelf ſhould be the root, and father 

Of many kings : if there come truth from them, 

(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine) 

Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And {et me up in hope? But, buſh ; no more. 


Flourib. Enter Macbeth, as King: Lenox, Roſſe 
Seyton, Lords. ond MGR | 


Mac. Here's our chief of rant ; if he had been bor 
gotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 

And all things unbecoming. 

To-night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 

And Vl requeſt your preſence. 

Ban. Let your highneſs 

Command upon me; to the which, my ante 

Are with a moſt indiffoluble tye | 

For ever knit. 

Mac. Ride you this afternoon ? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord. 


Ma. 
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Mac, We ſhould have elſe deſir'd your good advice 
(Which till hath been both grave and proſperous) 
In this day's council; but we'll take to-morrow, 
Is't far you ride? 
Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this and ſupper : go not my horſe the better, 
I muſt become a borrower of the night, 
For a dark hour, or twain. | 
Mac. Fail not our feaſt. „ | 
Ban. My lord, I will not. 
| Mac. We hear, our bloody couſins are beſtow'd 
In England, and in Ireland; not confeſſing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With ſtrange inventions : but of that to-morrow; 
When, therewichal, we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horſe : Adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
1 | Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us. — 
| Mac. I wiſh your horſes ſwift and ſure of foot; | 
And ſo I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell.— *  Exeunt Banquo and Fleance. 5 
Let every man be maſter of his time © 
*Till ſeven at night ; to make ſociety 7 8 
The ſweeter welcome, we will keep ourſelf þ 
Till ſupper- time alone: while then, heaven be with you. th 5 | 
T Exeunt Lenox, Roſle, Lords, and Attendants. 
Sirrah, a word: , attend thoſe men our pleaſure? 
Sey. They are, my lord, without the palace-gate. 
Mac. Bring them before us. Exit Seyton. 
To be thus is nothing; * 36: 2 
But to be ſafely thus Our fears in Banquo | 
5 deep; and in his royalty of nature 
ri op that, which would be fear'd: 'tis much he dares; 
to that dauntleſs temper of his mind,. w_ 
He hath a wiſdom, that doth guide his valour 


— 
8 2 
* 3 * 
. * . 
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To sd in ſafety. There is none, but he, 
Whoſe being I do fear: and, under him, 


My 3 is rebuk' d; as, it 1s ſaid, 
| Mar 


Antony's was by Cæſar. He chid the ſiſters, - 
When firſt they put the name of king upon me, 


And bade them ſpeak to him : then, prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 

And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, 

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 

No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If it be ſo, 

For Banquo's iſſue have I *'fil'd my mind: 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd, 
And mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings—the ſeed of Banquo kings !— 
Rather than ſo, come, fate, into the liſt, 

And champion me to the utterance Who's there? 


Re-enter Seyton, with two Murderers. 


Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Mur. It was, ſo pleaſe your highneſs. 
Mac, Well then, now | Exit Seyton. 
Have you conſider'd of my ſpeeches ? 
Do you find 
Your patience fo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you ſo goſpel'd, 
To pray for this good man, and for his iflue, 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? . 

2 Mur. I am one, 


Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 


Have 


MACBETH = 


Have ſo incens'd, that I am reckleſs what 

I do, to ſpite the world. a 

1 Mur. And I, another, | 
So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. . 

Mac. Both of you 
Know, Banquo was your enemy. 
I Mur. True, my lord. | 

Mac. So he is mine: and in ſuch bloody dif 
That every minute of his being thurſts : 
Againſt my near'ſt of life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my fight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I mult not, 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 

2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us ;— 

1 Mur. Though our lives 


Mac. Tour ſpirits ſhine through you. 8 Within this 


hour, at moſt, | 

I will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves: 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o' the time, 
The moment on't ; for't muſt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace; always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs: and with him, | 
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work) 
Fleance, his fon, that keeps him company, 
Whole abſence is no leſs material to me 
Than is his father's, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve yourſelves apart ; 
I'll come to you anon. 

1 Mur. We arereſolv'd, my lord. 

Mac. I'Il call upon you ftrait ; abide within. 


” 
. 
. „ 
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If it find heaven, muſt find it out to-night. 
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It is concluded :—Banquo,thy ſoul's flight, 
Exit, 
Enter Lady Macbeth, as uten, and Seyton. 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? | 
Sey. Ay, madam ; but returns again to-night. 
Lady. Say to the king, I would attend his leiſurg 
For a few words. 1 ; 
Sey. Madam, I will. Exit Seyton. 
Lady. Novght's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content: 
*Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy, 


Than, by deſtruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enler Macbeth. ; 


How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 

Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making? 

Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy- 

With them they think on ? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard: what's done, is done. 
Mac. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, nog kill'd it; 

She'll cloſe, and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 

Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let | | 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds ſuffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 

In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams, 

That ſhake us nightly : better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 


In reſtleſs ecſtacy.— Duncan is in his grave; 


After life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; 

Treaſon has done his worſt ; nor ſteel, nor'poiſon, 
Malice domeſlic, _ levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further ! 


Lady: 


nn 


Lady. come on; 1 oo vi 
Gentle my lord, fleck o'er your 3 hikes : 
Be bright and jovial *mong your gueſts tu-night. | 
Mac. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife 
Thou knowſt, that Banquo, and his F leance, lives. 
f Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eterne. 
Mac. There's comfort yet, they are- aſſailable; 
Then be thon jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloiſter'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's ſummons, 
The ſhard-borne beetle, with his drowſy, hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there Fall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. | 
Lady. What's to be done? 
Mac. Be innocent of the knowledge, FOR chk; 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, feeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 
And, with thy bloody and inviſible hand, 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale Light thickens; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : . 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze; „ 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouze. 
Thou marvell'ſt at my words: but hold thee ſtill; 
TOs bad begun, make at. themſelves by ill 


Ereunt. 4 


LE. A -,. 2 


„ - - SCENE III. 


Fores' Zark. 


Enter the tro NM. nume. 


1. Mur. The weſt yer glimmers Sith ome fireaks R > 
of day : *. | 


Now ſpurs the lated — apace, a % ae 


To gain the timely inn; and near approaches : 
00 ſubject of our watch. WES A; 


2 22 4 1 


— 


| Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Roſſe, Lenox, Seth, 


| 
* | | , ICACBETH. 
* 


2 Mur. Hark ! I hear horſes. 


| [Banguo wirbin.] Give us a light chere, ho! 
1 Mur. Then it is he. 


2 Mur. His horſes go about. 


1 Mar. Almoſt a 65. 4 but he does uſually, 


So all men do, from hence to the * gate 
Make i it their walk. 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch. 


2 Mur. A light, alight! 
1 Mur. Tis he. 


Bas. It will be rain ache” 


Exeunt Banquo, and Fleance, 
2 Mur, Let it 1 down. 


1270 follow, and aſſault, Banquo. 
Ban. O, treachery |! Fly, good ne fly, fly, fly; 


Thou may'ſt revenge .——0 ſlave! { Dies. 


Re-enter the two Murderers. 


1 Mur. There's but one down; the Son is fled. 
2 Mur. We bave loſt beſt half of our affair. 
1 Mur. Wen. let een ſay how much is done. 


Exeunt. 


** 


N A 
E be Laer Room, in the Palace at Fores. 
A Banquet prepared. 
Muſick. 


— — 
— — 


Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 


"Mac. You know your own degrees, fit down: atfirſt, 
"And laſt, the hearty welcome. 


\ Roſſe. Thanks to your maje 


Mac. Ourſelf will mingle with ſociety * 
And play che humble hoſt. 
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Our hoſteſs keeps. wo fate; but, in beſt time, 
We will require her welcome. 


Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends; 5 


For my heart ſpeaks, they are welcome. 
Mac. See, they encounter thee with their hears 
thanks: 


Be large in mirth; anon, we'll drink a meaſure 
The nee round. — 8 


Enter the Murderer. 


There's blood upon thy face. 
Mur. Lis Banquo's then. 
Mac. Is he diſpatch'd? 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; ; that I did for bim. 
Mac. Thou art the beſt o' the cut-throats : yet he's 
good, | 
That did the like for Fleance. 
Mur. Moſt royal Sir, 
Fleance. 1s 'fcaped. | 
Mac Then comes my fit again: 1 had eie been 
perfect; 
Whole as the 3 founded as the rock ; 
As broad, and general, as the caſing air: 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
1 fancy doubts and fears, But Banquo's fate? _ 
Mur. Ay, my good lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head; 
The leaſt a death to nature. 
Mac. Thanks for that 
There the grown ſerpent lies; the worm, that s fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for the preſent—Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We'll hear ourſelves again. Exit we 
Lady. My royal lord, | 
You do not give the cheer : the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not oſteq youch'd, while tis a making, : 
E 2 "Tis 
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Tis given with welcome: to feed, were belt at home: 

From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremon :; 

Meeting were bare without it. . 
Mac. Sweet remembrancer . 


Now, good digeſtion wait on appetite, 


And health on both! - Xi 
Len, May it pleaſe your highneſs ſit ? | 
Mac. Here had we now our country's honour roof'd, - 

Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſent ; 

Who may I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 

Than pity for miſchance! 

Roſe. His abſence, Sir, 

Lays blame upon his promiſe. 

Pleaſe it your ighneſs - < | 

To grace us with your royal company ? 

Mac. The table's full! 

Len. Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir. 

Mac. Where? „% nog 7a 

Len, Here, my lord. What 1s't that moves your 
© bighneſs? - FT | 

Mac. W hich of you have done this ? 

Len. What, my gocd lord? . 

Mac. Thou can'ſt not ſay, I did it: never ſhake 

Thy goary locks at me. mit 
Roſſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his highneſs is not well. 

| Lady. Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus, 

And bath been from his youth: pray you, keep ſeat; 

The fit is momentary : upon a thought 

He will again be well: if much you note him, 

You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion; 

Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man? 

Mac. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 

Which might appal the devil. 

Lady. O proper ſtuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear: 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you ſaid, 

Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws, and ſtarts, 

(Impoſtors to true fear,) would well become 


A woman's 


- * 0 =P 7 = {> 
- | . I PEP 
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A woman's ſtory, at a winter's fire, ES 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame it ſelf! !; 
. Why do you make ſuch faces? When all's done, "Fs 1 
You look but on a ftool. 2 
Mac. Pr'y thee, ſee chere! behold! ! "look! 101 126 
how ſay you? 
Why, what care I? If thou dau nod, ſpeak too 
If charnel-houſes, and our graves, muſt ſend + 
. Thoſe that we bury, back, our monuments. 
Shall be the maws of Kites. - 
Lady. What! quite unmann'd in folly ? 
Mac. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. | 
ve Lady. Fie, for ſhame! 
| Mac. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i che olden | ö 
time, 8 | | 
| 


Ere human ſtatute purg'd the gentle weal; 
Ay, and ſince too, murders have been perform” d 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, | 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die,  - 
* And there an end: 'but now, they riſe again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, $ AT 
And puſh us from our ſtools : this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murder 1s. | 5 
Lady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
Mac. I do forget: | f 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends; 
= I have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all; 
Then I'll fit down :—Give me ſome wine, fill full ;— 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 1 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miſs j— 

Would he were here to all, and him, we thirſt, 

And all to all. 
Roſſe Our duties, and the pledge. d 
Mac. Avaunt! and quit my ſightl Let the earth 

hide thee! 
| Thy 


- 


Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold; 


Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 


Which thou doſt glare wb! 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a ibing of cuſtom: tis no other; 

Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
Mac. What man dare, I dare: 


Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
Ide arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 
IT.ake any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 


Shall never tremble :' or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword ; 

If trembling I inhibit thee, proteſt me 

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 


Unreal mockery, hence! Why, ſo; being gone, 


I am a man again. 


Lach. You have diſplac'd the 1 85 broke the 


good meeting, 


With moſt admir'd diſor i 


Mac. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us hke a ſummer's cloud, 
Wirhout our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your checks, 
When mine are blanch'd with ſear. - | 
Roſſe, What fights, my lord? 
Lady.] pray you, ſpeak not; he grows wage and 
worle ; 
Queſtion enrages him: at once, good night : 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Leu. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majelty ! | 
| Lady. A kind good night to all! _ 
Erxeuns all the Lords, Ladies, and Attendents. 
Mac. It will have blood ; they ſay, * will have 
blood: | 
Stones 


Stones have been 8 and trees to peaks 
Augurs, and underſtood relations, have | | | 
By N and chougin, and rooks, brought 
orth 
The fecrer'ſt man of blood.—Whar i is the night? | 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mac. How ſayꝰſt ö that Medal 180 his 
perſon, r 
At our great bidding? 4 
Lady. Did you ſend to hm Sir? : 
Mac. I hear it by the way ; but I will ſpſs 
There's not one of them, but in his houſe 
I keep a ſervant fee d, I will co-morrow,,, 
(And betimes I will) to the weird ſiſters: 
More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt : for mine own good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood 
Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go 0'er.. 
Lady. You lack the reaſon of all nature 's lep. a 
Mac. Come, we'Ilto ſleep: my ſtran and {clt abuſe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard u 2 


We are yet but young in _ Erxeunt. 5 
| SCENE V. ee Tut Hemp 
- The open Country. het HT ad 2 
Thunder. 


Enter the hired Witches, meeting Hecate. : 


1 Witch. Why, how now,Hecate? you look angerly. 
Hec. Have I not reaſon, beldams, as you are, 

Saucy and overbold ? How did you LF 7 

To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 

In riddles, and affairs of death; 

And I, the miſtreſs of your charms, 

The cloſe cont river of all harms, 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or ſhew the glory of our art PE 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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And at the pit of Acheron;' 
Meet me i' the morning; thither he 
Will come to know his deſtiny. $30! 
Your veſiedlgand your ſpells, provide, 


Bu make amends now: get you gone, 


Your char and every thing beſide : - 


am for the air; this night III ſpend 
Unto a diſmal and a fatal end. 15 
Hlecate's Chair deſcends. 
Muſick and a Song. Spirits in the Air. 
Spir. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate | O, come away! 
ec. Hark! I am call'd ;—my little ſpirit, ſee 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 
* Hecate, Hecate, Hecate ! O, come away | 
er. I come, I come,” with all the ſpeed I may, 
Where's Stadlin ? | y [lohan Shy 
Spir, Here. | 
ec, Where's Puckle? _- 
Spir. Here; N 2. | 
And Hoppo too, and Hellwaine too ; 


We want but you, we want but you. 


Euter the Chorus of Witches. 


..Char; Come away, make up the count. 
Fei. With new fall'n dew 
From church yard yew 0 0 
I will but *noint, and then I mount. 
Spir. Why thou ſtay'ſt ſo long, I muſe. . 
ec, Tell me, Spirit, tell, what-news ? 
Fpir. All goes fair for our delight. 
Th Now I'm furniſh'd for the flight. 
| ww Hecate places herſelf in her Chair. 
Now I go, and now I fly, hg 


+ 
£ 


O, what adainty pleaſure's this, 
„„ Gail. in the air, 
While the moon ſhines fair, 
To fing, to toy; to dance and kiſs! 
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 
Over ſeas, our miſtreſs' fountains, 
Over ſteeples, towers, and turrets, * 
We fly by night mongſt troops of ſpirits. _ 
* Chor,” We fly by night 'mongſt troops of ſpirits. 
2 Hecate aſcends, and the Witches Exeunt. 


Malkin, e ſpirit, and I. 


A e 


aer IV. SCENE. 1. 280 
ae 4 Cave. EE : 


7 punder and Lightaing. The three W hes = 


1 Witch. 
2 Witch. 
3 Witch. Harper eries:— tis time, tis time. 
1 Viteb. Round about the cauldron 893 85 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw, — 
Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights haſt thirty-one, 
Swelter'd Venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt i the charmed pot 
All. Double, double toil and Roads: 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake : 
Eye of newt, and toe of fr 0g, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm! s ſting, 
Lizard's leg, 1 owlet's win 
For a charm of powerful trou le, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and; cauldron, bubble. 
: w? Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 
. Witches' mummy ; maw, and gulf, 
Of the ravin'd ſalt-ſea ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg d i the dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming ef $2 
Gall of goat, and flips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips : 
Finger of birth- ſtrangled babe 
Ditch-deliver'd by a dra, 
Make the groel thick and . | 


- 
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HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
hrice; and once the hedge. pig whin'd, 


| -+MAGBETE, Ho i 
Add thereto a tiger s chaudron, | 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. / 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron; bubble: | 


1 Hab. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 


\ Enter Heeate, Spirits, and the Chorus of Witches. 


* Hee. Oh, well done! I commend your pans ; 
And every one ſhall ſhare the gains. 
And now about the cauldron =... 
Like elves and faifies in a ring, | 
Inchanting all that you put in. 


MUSIC and a, SONG. 


Het. Black ſpirits and white, 
Red ſpirits and grey, 

Mingle,  miogle, mingle, 
You that mingle . 


I Wi tch, Tifhn, Tiffin, 
Keep it ſtiff in. 
2 Witch. Firedrake, Puckey, 
Make it lucky. | 
gs Witch. jad” Robin, 
You muſt bob in. 
Chor. of Spir. Around, wed; around, about, bout 
All ill come running in, all good keep out! 
1 Witch, Here's the blood of a hat. fem 0 
Hec. Put in os Tk „ bin irnwts 9 
2 Witch, lege. ibbard's brain, | 3 "bay 
Hec. put h a1 grain. 
3 Witch, Here? 's juice of toad, and Fe of . 
Thoſe will make the charm madder. £ 
Hec. Put in all theſe; "twill i aiſe 3 pois'nous: ſtench ! 
Hold — here three ounces of a red-hajr'd wench. 
Chor. of Spir. Around, around, around, about, aer, 3 
All ill come fate in, all good keep out. >, 


Hee. By the pricking of -my thumbs, | 
S,omething wicked this way comes.—— 
Open, locks, whoever knocks, 


Hecate, Spirits, and 7 al of Witches, Event 
7 08 | Enter 


I 


Into the flame. 
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Euter Macbeth. N. . | 
Mac. tus now, ſecret bla d midni ht 2 
What is't you ele 3 hy apc | * e 
All. A deed without a name. e Oak 
Mac. I conjure you, by that which ih profil, _ 
( Howe! er you come to know ir) anſwer me: 
1 787 untie the winds, and let them fight 


the churches ; though the yeſty waves 
— — and fwallow navigation up; 


Though bladed corn be lodg d, and trees blowh down 


Though caſtles topple on their warder's' heads; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do ſlope 7 


Their heads to their foundations; though the creafre . 


Of nature's germins tumble all together, 
Even till deſtruction ſicken, anſwer me 
To what I aſk you. 
1 Witch.. Speak. 
2 Witch. Detnand. 
3 Witch.' We'll anſwer. . + 
I Mitch. Say, ifthoud'st rather hear it from ourmouths 


Or from our maſters? 


Mac. Call them, let me ſee them. F 
1 Witch. Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murderer's 9 throw 


All. Come, high, or low; | 


An Apparition of an armed Head b 


Mac. Tell me, thou unknown pow'r,. 
1 Hitch. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth! Macbet thi Macbeth: beware Macduff 
Beware the thane of Fife —Difmifs me: — Enough. 
Dieſcends. 
Mac. What-e erthou art, nur Low caution, thanks; 


More potent than the firſt. 7. — & Liebig. 5 
F 2 An 


Thyſelf, and office, deftly ſhow. Thunder 6 Ibm. | 


3 
4 


- 4 | 
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An Apparition of 4 bloody Child riſes, 


App. Macbeth! Macbeth ! "Macbeth 

. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. | 

455. Be bloody, bold, and relolute: laugh to ſcorn 

The power of man; for none of woman born 

Shall harm Macbeth. Dieſcendi. 
Mac. Then live, Macduff; what need 1 fear of thee? 

But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, 5 

And take a bond of fate: thou ſhalt not live; 

That 1 may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 

And _; in ſpight of thunder.— 


Thunder & . 
ah Ae ie of a Child erowned, with a Tree i in his Hand, riſes, 


What is this, 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king ; 
And wears upon his baby brow d round 
And top of ſovereignty 7 | 
1 Witch, Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. | 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until | 
Great Birnam wood to 15 5 Dunſinane hill 
Shall come againſt him. Deſeends. 
Mac. That will never be; 
Who can impreſs the foreſt; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? ſweet bodements! good! 
vet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, (if your art 
Can teil ſo much) ſhall Banquo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 
All. Seek to know no more. | 
Mac. I will be ſatisfy d: deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you! let me know :— 
Why links that cauldron? and what noiſe is this? 


Hautboys ſound.. 
1 Witch, | 


I Witch. Sew! 

2 Witch. Shew! 

3 Witch. Shew | 15 

All. Shew his eyes, and erieve his heart; . 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart, Thunder & Lightning. 


Eight Kings appear, followed by the Ghoſt of Banquo. 


Mac. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquoz down! 
Thy crown does fear mine eye-balls ;:—And thy hair, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, 1s like 2 firſt.— 

A third is like the former: Filthy 8 
Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth — eyes! 
What! will the line ſtretch out tothe crack of doom ?— 
Another yet? — A ſeventh ?—TIl ſeg no more: 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more. The Winches vaniſh, 
Now, I ſee, tis true; | 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What? is this ſo? _ 
Where are they? Gone ?—Let this er hour 
Stand aye accurſed in the calendar ! 
Come in, without there! 
Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What's your grace's will? 
Mac. Saw you the weird liſters? | 
Sey. No, my lord. 
Mac. Came they not 1 57 you? 
Sey. No, indeed, m | 
Mac. Infected be "i air .. 0m they ride; ER: 

And damn'd all thoſe that truſt chem I did hear 
The galloping of horſe: who was 't came by? OE the 
Sey. Tis two or three, my lord, that VION . 
Macduff is fled to En A”. 

% Fled to England . 
. % my; ood lord. 
Mac ime, thou anticipat ſt my dread exploits; ; 
The flighty purpoſe never is o ertook, 

Unleſs the 4 . o with it: from this moment, 
The very rfflings of my heart ſhall be | 

The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 
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Tocrown my thoughts with ae beitet e | 


The caftle of Macduff I will ſurpriſe + 
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge of the ſword: 


His wife, -his babes, and all 


ortunate fouls 


That trace bis line. No boaſting like a fool; 


This deed I'll Tom before this | purpoſe” cool. 1 | 


SCENE 11. 
England. — A Grove. ; 
Entir Malcolm , and Macduff. 
Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome Salus ſhade, and there 


Weep our ſad boſoms empty. 
acd. Let us rather 


Hold faft the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Beſtride our down-fal'n birthdom : each new morn, 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry; new ſorrows 


Strike heaven on the face, that 
As if it felt with Scotland. 


it reſounds, 


Mal. What youhave ſpoke, it may beſo, e 


This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our to 


Was once thought honeſt: you 

He hath not touch'd you yet. 
Macd. I am not treacherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 


ngues, 
have lov d him well; 


A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 


In an imperial char 
Macd. I have lot n my hox 


Mal. Perchance, even ther ere, where] did nd my 


doubts. 
'Why in that rawneſs left you 


wiſe, and child, 


"Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love 
Without leave-taking I pray you, 

Let not my jealouſies be your diſhonours, 

But mine own ſafeties:— Lou may be rightly Juſt, 


Whatever 1 ſhall think. 


Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country! 
Great tyranny, W thou ity baſis ſure, 


1 8 


1 
* _ 


- 


For Soodneſs han not check thee 113 


Fargthee well, lord: ! c 


I w 


de, the xillzin.ther hou 23 


For the whole ſpace that's in the , Gb, 


And the rich Eaſt to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended: 


1 ſpeak not as in abſolute fean of you. 8 b 3 
I think, our country ſinks beneath the yoke: 7 


It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a _ 


Is added to her wounds; : think, withal, 


There would be hands uplifted in my right; 2 n 
And here, from gracious England, have I offer 


Of goodly thouſands: but, for all this, 


When I ſhall tread upon che-tyrant's head; nad? 
Or wear it on my ſword. yet my un country 
ore; 


Shall have more vices than it had 


More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways chan eter, 


By him that ſhall ſueceed. 
Macd. What ſhould he be? 


Mal. It is myſelf I mean: in whom I A 


All the particulars of vice ſo grafted, 


That, when they ſhall be open d, black ILY, 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow ; and the poor ſtate 


Eſteem him as a lamb, Rn a ener 
With my confineleſs harms, - 
Macd, Not in the legions 


Of horrid hell, can come a devil more dumn'd, a 


In evils, to top Macbeth- 

Mal. I grant him bloody, | 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful ;- 
But there's no bottom, none, 

In my voluptuouſnels: _ 

The king-becoming graces, 

As juſtice, verity, temperance, Rableneſs, % 
Devotion, patience, courage, unde, 

1 have no reliſh of them; but abound 


In the diviſion of each ſeyeral crime, Es 


Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, ] 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 


2 


I 


All 


 MACB Er H. 


All unity on * . 
_ — cocked ! 2 | 
2 one be to ern, 0 
Macd. Fit to govern! * peak, 
No, not to live. —O nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody+ſcepter'd, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction ſtands thro 4 
And does blaſpheme his breed? Thy royal "> 
Was a moſt ſainted king; the queen, thai bore thee, 

 Offner upon her knees than on her feet, 
LA = every day ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well! 

eſe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thyſelf, 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. —O, my. breaſt, 
Thy hope ends here! 

Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul _ | 
Wip'd the black ſcruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his power; and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte: but Heaven above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 


I put myſelf to thy direction, and 


Unſpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myſelf, 

For ſtrangers to my nature. What I am truly, 
. Is thine, and my poor country's, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward, wich ten thouſand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was ſetting fortan: 


Now we'll together; and the chance, O' goodneſs, 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you filent ? 


Maca. Such welcome wy unwelcome ching at once, 
Tis hard to reconcile. 


Macd. See, who comes here ? 2 8 
Mal. op eee but yet I know hin 2 
8 ler 
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Enter Rodle.- 9 11943 % 0. kd. 

Macd, My Seen ghd cout, . Athens: 5 | 
Mal. | know himnow: good Heaven, betimes remove 

The E ene f 220K + - 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. In Fe bo | 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 

Roſſe. Alas, poor country'y ; 4 

Almoſt afraid to know itſelf! it cannot 

Be call'd our mother, but our grave: whiers — 

But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmiſe;: 

Where ſighs, and groans, and ſhrieks that rent the air, 

Are made, not mark' d; where violent ſorrow ſeems 

A modern ecſtacy: the dead man's kneel  - 

Is there ſcarce aſk d, for who; and good men lives 

0 pire before the flowers i in their caps, Had ) 

Dying or ere they ſieken. 1h ort md TON 21 4. 

: Mard. O, relation ,n, 

Too nice; and par RES: HET Hen iNW 
Mal. What is the neweſt grief? C1 mH | | 
Roſſe. That of an hour's age doch hig the ſpeaker; | 40 

Each minute teems a new one. TNA | 


Macd. Hew does my wife? igt yio$0462 

KRoſſe. Why, well. rb iH a9 1 
Macd. And all my duden? 422.30) bbs GT 4 
Roſſe. Well too. — 5 % 14531 1918" 4 56 : 5 i 


Macd. The tyrant hes not acre at their peace? 
| 27 No; they were . at peace, when 1 did 1 
& leave them. 7449 0 203 2h "$a; Foy | 
Macd. Be not a niggard of . ſpeech; how goes i it? ® = 
Roſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidiags, | 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a — T 
Of many worthy fellows that were ou: 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the N {1 | | 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a- fo . | „ 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland =_ 
Would create ſoldiers; make our women , ww 
To dot Weir dire fen 185 10, 


l | . | 


3 . KM 
+ | MACBETH, 
' Mal: Be i it their comfort, 3% P | 
We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten n men; 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 85 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 
Roſſe. Would I could — rok 
This comfort with the like! But I have words, 2145 
That would be howl'd out in the deſert air, 8 
Where hearing ſhould not latch them. 
Maca. What concern the 
The general cauſe?ꝰ or is it aer grief, dy, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt? 
Reaſſe. No mind, that's honeſt; = 
But i in it ſhares fame woe; though the main part, 1 
Pertains to you alone. f 
Macd. If it be mine Ska 1 
8 it not from me, quickly let me have . 
7. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the m ſound, 
That ever yet they heare. 
: : Macd, HumphJ I gueſs at it. 
Roſſe. Your caſtle is Gorpriz'd; your wife, and babes, 
Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of 8 murder'd Fs] 
To add the death o 
Mal. Merciful heaven!- | 
What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give ſorrow words: the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
3 the o er · fraught heart, and bids it War. | 
. Macd. My children too ? 20 
Roſſe.: Wife, children, ſervants, all wary 
| Thar could be found. La: 
_  Macd. And I muſt be from thence! 
My wife kill'd too? | 
Raſſe. I have ſaid. 
Mal. Be-comforted : 
Let's make us med' cines 145 our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. | 
Macd. He has no children,— All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay, all Oh, hell- kite — All? 
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| Wha, all my * chickens, and thels ir dan, 
5 At one fell ſwoop n ? 1 
Nl. Diſpute i it bio ans ĩð ö | 
. Bur 1 muſt alſo feel it as a aan : 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, „ 


E * 
— 


That were moſt precious to me. Did heaven look on, | 
And would not take their part? Sinful-Macduff, i 
They were all truck for — f naught that Lam, 5 
. but for mige, Re it . 
Fell ſlaughter on their ſouls 
7 Wt Mal. be this the whetſtone of your ſword : let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. | 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue !—But, gentle heaven, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion ; front to front, 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myſelf; 
Within my ſword's length ſer bim; if by Pts 
) Heaven, forgive him tool! 


> £1 


| Exeunt 


: — th = : = 2 | 
ACT. V.—SCENE I. 
| A Room in Machetl's Caftle at Dunſnant. © 
Enter a Ebyfician, | and a Wards: Gentlewoman. 


— 
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Ply, 1 Have two WI, watch'd with you, AE can 
1 no truth in your report. When was it ſne 
aſt walk'd ? 

Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, I have 

ſeen her riſe 'from her' bed, throw her night-gown 
upon her, unlock her cloſes, take forth paper, fold 
it, write upon it, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again 

return to . "74 all this ie in a moſt . 
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Pb. What, at any * haye you beuld her lay? 
Gent. That, Sir, which I ſhall not report aſter her. 
Phy. You may, to me; and tis moſt meet you ſhould. 
| Gent. Neither to you, nor 110 one; nm no 
LG to confirm * nt, 


ku Lab Macbeth, with a Taper. tins 
n you, Bere the Sander This is her very guiſe; 3 and, . 
ap my life, faſt a ſleep.” - ; 
: Phy. How came ſhe by that light? N 
Gent. Why, it ſtood by her : ſhe has light by ber 
continually; ; tis her command. 
©*"Phy. You ſee, her eyes are open. 
Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. © | 
Phy. What is it ſhe does now ? Look; how the rubs 
her hands. —© 
Gent. It is an accultbnyd action with her, to ſeem , 
thus waſhing her hands; I have known her continue | 
3 in this a quarter of an hour. 
5 Lady. Let here's a ſpot. 
| Phy. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. 
Lady. Out, damned ſpot! out, 1 ſay One; Two; 
Why, then tis time to do't : :— Hell is murky \—Fie, 
my lord, fie! a ſoldier, and afear d? what need we 
fear who knows i it, when none- can call our power to - 
. account ?—Yet who would have thougat the old man | 
to have had ſo much blood in him ? : 
Phy. Do you mark that? 
Lady. The thane of Fife had a wife; where is ſhe 
5 now her, will theſe hands ne' er be clean? No 
more o' that my lord, no more o that : Jou mar all 
with this ſtarting. 
. Phy. Go to, go to; you haye known what you ſhould 
k not. 1 
Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure 
of that: heaven knows what ſhe has known." 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill: all the 
eG erfames of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 
Oh! ob! oh | = Phy. 
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look not ſo 5 ;—[ tell you yet again, we 
buried ; he cannot come out of 565 gave; -, - 
. Phy. Even ſo? i . 
Lady. To bed, to bed; there 's knocking at the 5 
Come, come, come, come, ive me your hand; wh 
done, cannot be undone : : To bed, to bed, to dra | 
FE : X e RE 
_ Phy. Will ſhe go now to-bed 78 | | | 
a Directly. | 
Phy, More. 65 ſhe the e divine, 45 the phy 
Look after her; „ 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, | | 
And ſtill keep eyes upon her.— 5 „„ 
Good e forgive us all! 4 „ 
8 5 


SCENE II. V 
A Court in Maclelb's Caſtle af Dunſiane, "4 2 5 
Fluri. Enter Mac beth, Offers, and oller . 


Mac. Bring me no more re ports 50 let them fly all: 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunſinane, | 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not born of woman? The 2 that know 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus: 
Fear not, Macbeth; no. man, that's born H woman, 


Shall &er have power 2 thee, —Then fly, one's ag 
And mingle with the 8 epieures: 1255 5 
Ine 


n , 


.N FG RG MACEETE. 


The aid I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 5 
Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 
..... Enter az Oer. $643 
The Jevit damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd oon ! 
Wbere got'ſt thou that gooſe look ? 
D. There is ten thouſand— * Fs e h 
Mac. Geeſe, villain? _ Wee 3 | 
Of. Soldiers, Sir. 155 
Mac. Go, prick thy face, and de J'thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch? 
Death of thy ſoul! thoſe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
op Fhe Engliſh force, ſo pleaſe-you. 

Mac. Take thy face hence — Exit Officer. 
ton !—I am fick at heart, 
hen I behold—Seyton, I ay nis puſh” 
Will cheer me ever, or diſſeat me now. © 
1 baveliv'd long enough: my way of life ; 

Is falien into the ſear, the yellow leaf: „ 
And that which ſhould accompany old age 
As. honour, love, obedience, troops 0 end, 
I muſt not look to have; but, in their ſtead, 

Curſes, not loud, but-deep, mouth-honaur, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


Seyton !— 
Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Mac. What news more? ö 
Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 


Mac. I'll fight, till from my bones my fleſh be hack d. 
| Give me my armour. 


Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
Mac. I'll put it on. 


Send out more horſes, ſkirr the country bnd; ; 
x A thoſe that talk of fear.— 


| Exeunt Seyton and Officer. 
Enter Phyſician, © 


1 How does your patient, Doctor? 


Phy. 


- 


RE! 1-7 3 | i 


MACBETH. 
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Phy, Nor fo fick, my Lord,: bo: : . wo 7 SE 
As ſh6is troubled With, chick-coming fancies, _ IVY 


That keep her from her reft, : S FIRIC Dy wh 
Mac. Cure her of that: ol 


Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind Atera 11 T7 "3 
Pluck from the memory a roote&ſorrow ,; MN 
Raze out'the written troubles of the bra Io 


And, with ſome ſweet oblivious antido tc, 


Cleanſe the foul boſom of that pers uy 4 
Which weighs upon the heart? To 
_ Phy.” Thefeln ———. +1 pros ods 


Muſt miniſter to nv mpegs ot 5 ae ent 


Mac. Throw phyſic to the dogs, III 86 "Wi / 
Re. enter Seyton and an Officer, thb Macbeth's 4 


Come, put mine armour on; giye me my ſtaff,” wi, OR 
Seyton ſend out, Doctor, the thanes fly from Re 
Come, Sir, deſpatch.—K thou could't, 
The water of my 3 find her diſeaſe, 


And purge it to a ſound and priſtine beach, 5 36 


1 would applaud thee to the very echo, 


$5 „7 


That ſhould applaud again,—Pull't off, I f 1 


What rhubarb, ſenna, or what purgative « 
Would ſcour theſc Engliſh hence? Ts of 


them? 

Phy. Ay, ord g 
Make — {uo 25 
Mac. Bring it after me.— 1 
I will not be afraid of death and ban; 5 

Till en foreſt come to Dunſinane. 
| 2 Pein gre ene e. kana. 
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n SCENE © Fe 


Bb Th open Country. Aten le 
5 "Enter Males Siward, Macduff, Lenox 
Roſſe, and Soldier. 4 


Mal. Couſins; 1 hope, the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be late. 8 


Mac d. We doubt it nothing. | | 
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| Keeps ſtill in Dunſinane, and een, Nalin 


£ we & :  MACBETR, | 
rang 24 
Fd. What wood i is this before us? 


Len. The wood of Birnam. 748 11 Web ot * 7 i aq 
Mal. Let every ſoldier bew him down a bough, 
And bear t before him; thereby ſhall we ſhado r: 


The numbers of our hoſt, nite ane 
Err in 2 Him gi ig: 269 | if - 


t ſhall be done, 4 
Roſe. We learn no other, but G Cue ryrang 


| nh 
Our ſetti down: before't. Mood uc ps 57710 
MMacd. Tis his main hope: e 


For where there is ad vantage to be ven, 5 
Both more and leſs have given him the — 1754 


And node ſerve ieee eee 
Whoſe hearts are abſent 


cn. e our juſt c cenſures 5 a 
Attend the true event, and put we on WH 400 
Taduftri 1 . 8 


. 8 5 Bas A 
e time ap benen: e A002 
* will with due dell ion make us 155% 9184 01 
What we —— ſay we have, and what ebe A 
Thoug hts f. eculatiye t eir unſure hopes telt; 4 
3 Selten ue ſtrokes muſt Ake; Pont 3&1 © 
which, , advance bind Var. Rane FO» 
e March. kran, 


— 9 


_= ISL II 


en 
I ur. in Macbeth's Calle, at FIT 7 
Hionriſb. ner Macbeth, , Seyton, Qficers, and Soldiers. 


«KV AY 
"Mac. ang out our banners on the outward walls; 


The cry is ſtill, They come: Our caftle's-ftrength — 


Will laugh a figs to ſcorn r here let them lie, 


Till famine the ague eat them up: | 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,'. 
And beat them backward home. 


DET #, ay within of Women. 
What. is that noiſe ! OY We 
FREY 2 "k 
; p54 4% ah L f 4 h. | 


a K — * 
„ — * 


. A | 


- MACBETR, | h ; 


Sey. It is the cry of women, my good bad, 


Exit ak 
Mac. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 


The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool d 
To hear a night- hriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe, and ſtie 
As life were in't: 1 have ſupt full with horrors; 
Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaught rous e, 
Cannot once ſtart me. 


Re-enter Seyton. 
Wherefore was that cry? 


Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 

Mac. She ſhould have died hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,  * 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to da, 
To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 5 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 
The way to duſty death. Our, out, brief candle! 
Life's 5 a walking (ſhadow; a poor player, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an ideot, full of ſound and fury, 
75 Signifying nothing,— | 
Enler an Officer. 


Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue; thy ſtory quickly 
Offi. Gracious my Lord, 


1 ſhovld report that which 1 ſay I ſaw, 

But know not how to do it, e i 
Mac. Well, ſay, Sir. . 

O. As 1 did Rand my watch upon n the bill 


T look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 4 55 
The wood began to move. f La 


Mac. Liar, and ſlave! | 
Offi. Let me endure your 3 if « ben not ſo: 
Within this three mile may you fe it e a6, 
I fay, a moving grove. 5 K 
Mac. If thou peakꝰ ſt falſe, e 
Upon the next tree — thou hang alive, t eL 
Till famine cling thee : if thy ſpeech deo, l cn 
IQ care not if thou do ſt for me as much. 
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I pull in.reflorjg ; and begin 2 1 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, PS, 
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That lies like truth: Fear. not, till Birnam wood 


Do come to Dunſinane; —and now a wood. . 
Comes toward Dunfinane.—Arm, arm, and put !— 


If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is nor flying hence, 175 tarrying here. 

L'gin to be a-weary of the ſun, 

And wiſh the eſtate o' the world were now undone. 

Ring the alarum- bell: — Blow, wind! come, wrack! 

At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our bach. 
3 Eneunt 


12. 75 @4 -* J 


SCENE V. © APE. 
4 | Plain before Macbeth's Caftle, at Dunſnane. 


March. Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Lenox, 
Roſſe, and their Army, with Boughs. 


Mal. Now near enough; your u ſcreens throw | 
down, 7 
And ſhew like thoſe you are ou; worthy uncle, 


| Lead our firſt battle: worthy Macduff, and we, 
Shall take upon us what elſe remains to do, AT 4a 


According = our order. \ 
Len. This way, my Lord, the caſtle's gently bender,. 
Siꝛvo. Do we but find the Lare 's power to-night, 


Let us be beaten, if we cannot 


Macd. Make all our trumpets 5 ; give hat all 
breath, | 


Thoſe clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 
Exeunt. Alarums. 


6 . 2 i . Erit. | 


WIR 
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Ta SCENE VI. 
4 Court in Macbeth's Caſtle at Dunſinane. 


, Alarums. Enter Macbeth. 


= Mae. They have ty'd me to a ſtake; cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe. hat's he, 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
n 
Nine i 24: 14 *% Euter 


ö 


t 
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Than terms can give thee out bt. Alan. 


9 9 3 N R * . * 5 * * 2 5 
t 4 — * A * 2 9 . - TY 3 5 . 
, : : : * 1 N þ : „ 
- 1 3 2 0 2 * 
2 7 * AS £437 9 
: „ ; {$3 r 8 
0 A's 
= 


"om N 1 8 a 1 
Macd. That way the noiſeis: Tyrant, thew thy 2 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine EE: 
My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me py eek”, 1 1 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched. kernes, whole amm 2 7 
Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves; either than, Webac, 1 
Or elſe my ſword, with ag ene edge, «: 64. ©. _ 
I ſheathe again undeoded. | EO 
Let me find him, fortune! - 3 
And more 1 ep nüt... Gp re 


; "Re-enter Macbeth, 


Mac. Why ſhould U play the 4 fool; "nd 4% 
On mine own ſword ? whiles I ſee 8 the elbe 


Po better upon them. „„ 1 4 
Ketenter Macduff... & AF 
Macd. Torn, belt-hound, W 52 


Mac, Of all men elſe l have avoided thee; . 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much * 
With blood of thine already. 

Maca. I have no words, 
My voice is in my ſword ; thou bloodier villain 


* 1 f 1 , # Pl 
— ” * 


Mac, Thou loſeſt labour: rt 
As eaſy may ſt thou the intrenchant air 3 
With - % keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: | 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts; s 
I bear a charmed life, which muſt not ot yield Ys 2 
To one of woman born. Foes, - 

Macd. Deſpair thy charmz © »- 6 19%; AL "il 
And let the angel, whom thou {till haſt ſery d, e 


Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's rand Mo 
Untimely ripp'd. -. 1 
Mac. Accurſed be that tongue that els me ON _ 6 
For it hath cow'd my better part of mann 73 
And be theſe juggling fiends no more believ dl. 
That palter with us in a double ſenſem 3 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 8 
* brea it to our hope.—I Il not ee uh 9 „ 
1 y 9 ; 

2 „ 0 OR 


GEESE 64 | ES 2 . 255 
Fe oh: &G Fit be 5 8 ; the ne 
. have th. as our rarer monſters are, 15 


15 2 upon a pole: and under wit, 
| Here = het the £yrant . jt... 5 "WM: . p * | 
not yield, STENT 0 £ 
| Dol iſs the ground before young Malcolon's ber, TT 
Aud to be baited with the rabble's curle.. f 
Though 1 wood be come to Duoſinane, 


Y A eppos'd, being of no Woman born, i & 4 
g 1 will try t 


% 
- 1 1 
I 
f 


* ny cheat? Lay on Macguff, | XY 
And damn'd be. him that firſt cries, Hold, enongh. MY 
(Fe fo Aurum. Tac fight. Matbetb falls. 
| Mac. Tun dne, the ſceue of life will quickly chſe. . 7 
nbitiom van 2 dreams are fla, „ 
Ind now L wake ti d 2 17 and heren; nn IRE x 
ty let de it =o. | " 
will not be; my ſoul i - egg with blsd— | . 
 Teannt 2445 I dare not aſk for mercy : o | 
TAs too late, hell drags me down; I fink, 3 
Ihle erg ſoul'is 2 for ever —0⁵ —05— | Dies. 
Hur. * Enter Malcolm , Roſſe, Lenox, Siward, 
RI DcEs and Soldiers. 8 
* bo Hail; King! for ſo thou art: e E 
I ſee thee compaſs'd with thy Kingdom's. peurz £& 
That ſpeak my ſalutution in their mind © 
voices I deſire aloud OY mine E 12, 30008 
Hail King of Scotland! 2 111.1 6330 


. Bina of Scotch hal) Flouriſh. + 

| Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, - 
Befo we reckon with your ſeveral loves, : . 
And mike us even with you. My thanes and kinſmen,. . 
HFenckforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
bo In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do. 
| | That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, Yo 223 
We will perform in meaſure, time, and place: 71 * 5 @ 
80 1 to all at once, and to each one, 2 1 . EA 


m, invite to ſee us crown'd at Sconglaq 1 f.; $ 
n 2120! eee gn. renal 
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